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spy. However, on goiag to die police station to make enquiries they jet her mind at
rest as I had previously reported myself there. I find the whole situation very un-
pleasant and I look forward to the time when I can shake the Dover mud from my
feet. If it wasn't for the infernal restrictions it would not be half a bad place, but they
sort of put me off work.
I think we ought all to be extremely grateful to Tonks for the way the war has been
going. No sooner did he take over the command than things at once improved and
have gone on steadily doing so ever since. You call him Lord Tonks. Pooh! When
he returns he will probably be created the Duke of Vale Avenue.1
There has been as yet no serious raid here, only a small daylight one which did not
amount to much. I am told the Huns call Dover, 'Hell corner' and give it a wide
berth unless there is a good chance, which I am afraid there may be one of these nights.
In a third to Bkckwell on 25th September he writes:
I don't quite know when I shall be able to return home, it all depends on how the
picture goes, I think after many struggles it is beginning to shape, but ships and boats
are very obstinate customers to deal with, and after spending much time and labour
in putting one in, one finds one has got it in the wrong place. I am doing the harbour
from the end of the Admiralty Pier, lootcing back to the castle and cliffs, and spend
most of my rime in the studio now which is more agreeable than sitting out on a three-
legged stool and being regarded with suspicion; however they have got accustomed
to me now at any rate on the Admiralty Pier, and don't bother me any more.
He had fought the gales on the exposed pier to some purpose. His
Dover Castle, town and cliffs are spread out between a windy sky and
troubled waters with a converging movement towards them contrived
from the defensive nettings and boats that point inward and the launch
with its wake that rushes out. This is accurate history and beauty weU
married and one of the few works of permanent value as pictures in a
well-meant but mostly weariful company.
Steer inevitably discovered a delightful secondary painting-pitch at
Dover, chiefly for watercolours, in the litde back bay and shipping behind
the great harbour. Both in 1918 and on his second visit in 1920 he had a
rich crop from that source.
Related to this commission was a private one from Admiral of the
Fleet Sir Cecil Bumey for a picture of an incident in the Battle of Jutland.
Steer was at infinite pains to get the perspective and details of his subject
correctly set out, and obtained from the Admiralty models for the ships,
but modern sea-engineering and fighting afford litde of the old close-set
engagements, and no brave show of wooden walls, towering masts and
sails such as rewarded Turner's brush. In the end Steer was so dissatisfied
that he offered the picture to his patron for the price of its frame, and the
offer was accepted*
1 Tonks bad goiwcoK^ an aj^ with tlttBon^